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	Simon's Little Obsession

**_Here is the first chapter of my first story. I'm gonna probably upload again another chapter later today.  
><em>**

**I plan on this story being mature. Reader discretion is advised...;3**

**Start:**

I couldn't help but moan as one final thrust rubs my crotch against the towel. I sit up on my knees, taking a deep breath. I smile at the soft happiness rose in my chest.

That smile disappears as I look down at the shrinking member. It was tiny by now, slowly shrinking to have the entire package inside my hand.

Last I measured it was just less then three inches.

Not exactly blessed.

Today is Friday, so everyone is gone on what ever they want to do. They're all probably at the mall, anyway.

I decided to stay and, for the first time in a few months, _pleasure_ myself.

I hop off my bed, turning to the dresser by the door.

Then a flash blinds my eyes.

I dive for the door, slamming it into who ever was sitting in way.

My eyes widen as laughter reaches my ears.

Brittany's laughter.

In no time I have a pair of shorts on and is running down the street, chasing her.

She suddenly stops, turning to me with a devious smile, " Touch me and I'll send to all my contacts."

"D-don't Brittany. W-we ca-" I slowly approach her, "Please. It would ruin me."

"Do you remember last week when you spread that rumour that I have lip implants?"

"Yeah, b-but I'm sure we can work somethi-"

"Well here's revenge."

I see her click the phone.

"No." I dive at her, knocking her to the ground.

I yank the phone out of her hand.

'Message sent to all contacts'.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Peace, love, and fried chicken: Hope you enjoyed. Love ya.<strong>_


End file.
